CHAPTER XVIII
Abroad
IT was May, 1920. The sun was hot. The chest-
nuts in Paris were all in bloom, and Marie was, as
usual, working. But an event was about to break
in on her work; a most surprising event that she
didn't expect in the least.
Marie never saw newspaper men, still less
newspaper women. She hated being interviewed;
she hated publicity. She had neat slips printed to
say politely and firmly to strangers who wanted
to meet her: "Madame Curie regrets. . . ."
But people with Irish names who live in
America sometimes have an odd little way of
finding a right, irresistible word, and there was a
certain Mrs* Meloney who had written to Marie:
"My doctor father always used to say that it b
quite impossible to exaggerate die littleness of
human creatures. But for twenty years you have
been great in my eyes, Madame, and I want to see
you, only for a few minutes/* That was another